JOURNAL OF ARNOLD BENNETT
Four seconds for the swell boxers. I met James Pryde * and
Arthur Morrison, the latter small and shrewd.
Yesterday, Swinnerton with a new brown beard lunched -with
me at Reform.
At 6.45 I was at St. Paul's Cathedral to meet Webster for
Bach St. Matthew Passion. The scene from the stall was superb,
with the aged white-haired figure of the conductor (surpliced)
at the west end of the choir. Choir boys seated on benches in
corners to help in singing.
Thursday, April ist.
I returned home yesterday afternoon. Lunched with Pinker
at the Arts Club and discussed project of me going to the Front.
Superb weather.
Good Friday, April 2nd.
Having cleared up all my correspondence and found room for
all accumulations of new books, I decided yesterday to get
ideas into order and begin my new novel " The Lion's Share "
to-day. I was rather disturbed by the prospect of going to
the Front with G. H. Mair.
Saturday, April loth.
I finished the first instalment of " The Lion's Share ", 12,500
words, to-day, having begun it on Good Friday, and written an
article as well.
The novel is light, and of intent not deeply imagined, but it
seems to me to be fairly good and interesting.
Thursday, April
The Ammunition Col. of the Somerset Battery (Capt. Bath and
Lieut. Way, officers) left here this morning to go into huts with
the Battery at Great Bentley. Last night we went to Mar-
guerite's Soldiers* Club, but very little was going on there, except
a gramophone actuated by a young woman who sat between two
soldiers. It seemed that many of the soldiers had asked for
passes to go out to supper. There must have been many fare-
wells. The woman in charge of the refreshments had the same
monotonous faint smile that she always has. Her husband is
at the front.
1 With William Nicholson one of the famous Beggarstaff Brothers.
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